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Satire should like a polish’d razor keen, 
Wound with a touch that’s scarcely felt or seen.—Lapy Monracue. 
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Political Pasquinades and Political Caricatures are parts (though humble ones, ) of Political History. They supply information as to the persoa and habits 
itten as to the motives and objects of public men, which cannot be found elsewhere.’’-—Crokrer’s New Wuic Guive. 
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BLACK MONDAY. 
The following is a graphic representation peculiar to the 
season, and shows our friends (the Ministers) in the characters 


of schoolboys returning to their tasks after a somewhat lengthy 


holiday. 
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As the vacation for the little children throughout the land 
is now nearly over, so also is the vacation so long enjoyed by 
those great children the Ministers. They have been ever since 
the close of the session taking it extremely cool, enjoying them- 
selves in the country, and thinking nothing of the lessons last 
session taught them, or of the lessons they will be made to 


learn in the ensuing one. ‘They have been playing at all sorts 
of idle games, instead of preparing for the work they will have 
to do when the vacation is at an end; and not being properly 


prepared, the rod of the public schoolmaster will, we fear, be 


Vor. Il. 


very often required to castigate. ‘The caricature of Seymou: 
is in itself an article—and Seymour has shown how insignificant 
are the dashes of our pen compared with the superhaman dig; 
of his iron-veined pencil. What can be finer than the figure 
of Brougham, with the air of surly Jravado that he is assuming 
on giving a knock at the door of Parliament, the school-room 
of the Ministers! Did any painter, dead or living, ever do any 
thing worthy to be mentioned in the same sentence or looked at 
with the same eye, as the figure of Master Grey, whose cou- 
sciousness of having been a bad boy is finely developed in his 
faltering gait, his crouching attitude, and his woebegone couu- 
tenance, Palmerston’s visage, too, as he goes slowly towards 
rather-not-ishuess. 


the schvol door, is finely indicative of 
With a nice eye to phrenology Seymour has managed tv 
give him the bump of stop-at-home-ativeness, which little 
magic touch of his influential pencil is equal to a whole page 
of writing on Palmerston’s evident desire to keep out of hi» 
place in Parliament as much as possible. Althorp’s effigy is 
hit off with immeuse felicity, and the idea of making him boruc 
down by the weight of the Budget is a happy thought that could 
only have entered a brain formed for the reception of the most 
splendid conceits aud the most magnificent of images. Melbourue 
(the last of the gang of ministerial urchins) is evidently following 
very unwillingly in the train of his schoolfellows. However thei 
reluctance is of no avail. Black Monday (which is the day ot 
opening Parliament) is not now far distant, and they must then 
begin the labours from which they so frequently played truant 
before the commencement of the holidays. What they under- 
took they very ofteu uegiected, and it is to be feared that the 
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eacation will only have confirmed them in their former habits | dedicated by paren to the Queen, and was most grociously receives : 
- — “ ; by her Majesty.’—C Journal. 
of inactivity. The brats have capacity, and ought, therefore, so ' . 
: There are some geniuses too bright for mere ordinary 


to be made to work. ‘* Spare the rod, s} poil the child,” is a 
and it shall not be our fault if 
When we 
it ought to be fully understood that we are more pained than 
schoolmaster told the 


nd it is only ont of the sincerest regard that we ever 


very fine maxim, there should 


be any spoiling of the Ministers. e lash them, however, 


they are, as the boy while he was being 


flogged, a 


make any one the object of a blow from our renowned toma- 


hawk, ‘It is all for their good,’ as the humane father said 
when he laid open six of his sons’ heads with a wooden hoop- 
-stick :-—*“‘ thev will feel the benefit of it hereafter,” as the 


pedagogue observed when he knocked a boy down dead with 
his fis ble 
ioking aside,a little whacking does a ministry avast deal of 


vood : 


t for being una to decline a Greek adjective. However, 


and if we had not kept them upon their guod behaviour 


by an occasional lange with our razor, they would have been 
out of ofice some months ago. 

They know. this, and are overfiowing with the liveliest 
cratitude. 


THE INTERPRETER. 


Interesting Fact. 


looner were 


covsidel able 


to the Grand Fa 
attracted 


7 ’ 
Pp! iced 


nNItoON , 
ALTEntOoOnN.- . 


erday afternoon the hawks be! 


Keven 


opging 
the enclosure in and 
Post. 

There is an office in existence (with what salary attached we 
ire notaware) called the Grand Falconer, a dignitary who 
eems to do nothing but keep a few hawks; and as the hawks 

em to do nothing but live and be looked at, the birds, as: well 
: their noble master, appear to luxuriate in sineeures. We 
hould like to know whether this zoological foolery costs the 
sublic any thing, for it seems but of little moment that a few 

‘ople should have the enviable privilege of staring at a hawk 
and them in the enclosure of Regency-square at Brighton. 
much any day in the New Road gratis; but 


’ yy “o 
V-Sq lar©reé ‘ 


, 
OW 


(One may as 


see 


there is something attractive about the pomp and dignity of a 
Grand Falconer to superintend the absurd birds, which, how- 
ver, does not, we think. quite counterbalance the folly of 


aking them a partof the national establishment, Perhaps, 
are ignorant, and the rapacious hawk is only em- 
some active officer, as the premier might be repre- 
some other member of the admi 


nowever, We 
lematical of 
nted by a cormorant. 


equally rapacious animal, 


; 
Se 
lhln- 


ition by some 


The Manager in Distress. 


There are about 300 members in the Trades’ Union at Arnold.—Nor- 
Revie 
We searcely Know what to make of this very laconie an- 
nceement. Mr. Arnold the respectable proprietor ot the 
lish Opera House is really, we should imagine, about the 
st person ¥ the world to give omen ice to the ‘Trades’ Unions. 
ind yet, according to the Nottingham Review. 300 of the 
mnbers are af him, “ff Arno] It What about ¢ What 
rth ean they want with him / 


Quict Splendour. 


The Right Honourable Lady Charlotte Bury, sister to the present 
1 ¢ ohite r to thie ile, » \ - ° a the nhovpour oft presents 
bec Maiesty her poem « Phy Sanctuaries ee 


pa- 


tronage, and who will not give to any rank short of royalty the 


benefit of their blazing abilities. Of this order seems to be 
Lady Charlotte Bury, who has we find written a poem, of 


which no one has been blessed with a sight but her most sacred 
Majesty, who, of course, is quite equal to the «xelusive appre- 
ciation of al] its merits. We only notice the fact to lament 
that Lady Charlotte Bury should be so aristocratic as to shed 
her lustre only on the court, when the public wenld be delight- 
ed to find her lady ship ‘ flaring up’ in a manner more general. 
Of course the “Three Sanctuaries of ‘Tuseany * 
rate, having experienced a gractous reception 
We cannot help admiring the good taste with w 


must be ftrst 


from majesty. 
a their Ma- 


jesties patronise aristocratic writers, leaving the mere plebeian 
— such as Knowles, to get on how he ean, * ea the 


of 
1] the throne 


inshine of the smiles of royalty. Mere genius is, cOnrse. 
a farce in the eyes of the e nlightened pair who f 
but when Lords or Ladies write, then it is time for royalty to 
patronise. At least, if persons with titles can se ribble ever 

common sense, it ought to its startling no- 


velty, 


be encouraged for 


The Rutland Revellers. 

the Court Journal deseribes the hog- 
lebrating thi 
ean learn 
ntry-daneing 


A long rigmarole in 
gery transacted at Belvoir on the occasion of ¢ 
birthday of the Duke of Rutland. From what 
it seems to have been rather a vulgar set out, cou 
and cramming having been the attractions of the evening. "Ph: 
hero of Waterloo joined in the sport, and kicked up his ma: 
tial heels with Lady A. Manners asa partner. “Uhe most ps 
culiar feature in the entertainment was the position of th 
Duke of Rutland, who, according to the Court Journal oecu 
pied the centre of the table. ‘This place is usually assigned to 
some splendid article of plate, but a Duke seems in this case t 
have been substituted for an epergne or some other inanimate 


ornament. 


we 


Fun for Royalty. 

‘he King and the Dachess of Gloucester took a carri 
terday before luncheon, on the Lewes Road.—Court Journel. 

We only give this paragraph in order to congratulate ous 
beloved monarch on his good spirits and alarming appetite 
There is something truly waggish and abomin: se greedy in 
the idea of taking luncheon on the Lewes road, if the King 
and his fair companion could not possibly am till they got 
home, but facetiously indulged in a blow ont upon tlie highw ay 
It is pleasant to find that the monarch is always ready for a 
feed, and that he can at any time gulp down hunches of bread 
and cheese with Jorums of double X in the publie thoronghtares 
We congratulate him on his vonthful habits, and the country 
ought to be happy in possessing a Sovereign who is as mueh o! 
a child in manners and every thing e!s*, as a mere ten-year- 


older. His mind evidently retains all its Juvenility, and his | 
intellect has most palpably all the charms of fascinating 


infaney. 


Libel on the Premier. 


set of twelve hands 


The Marquis of Abercorn has purchased a 


Greys for town use.—Court Journal. 
riitical 


That a rich nobleman often b 
influence is known well enough, but that such purchases can bi 
made wholesale from the (rreys is degrading indeed to the 
premier and his family. It is really our stedfast hope that the 
paragraph is mere humb: ig, and we trust Court contem- 

'] candidly tin its next number 


uys tools to augment his pr 


Oli 


orary will admit the faet 


—s 


the most delightful of slang to the populace. 


times condescend to the most paltry of jealousies 
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White turned Humane. 


We have, at last, to announce a change, to which revolutions 
are as mere nothings, and to which the Reform Bill becomes as 
an innovation, positively insignificant. The miracle we have 
this week been startled by is a magistrate in the melting 
is more marvellous still, that magistrate is no 
less a personage than JWhite, so long distinguished as the 
Qucen-square rufian. He has, however, this week found pity 
in his breast, where we should have thought of looking for 
it as soon as we should have expected to find a bug in the 
fragments of an avalanche. Yes, it is an absolute fact, White 
- a3 absolutely ¢ xpressed pity in reference to a culprit brought 

fore him for the serious offence of firing off a pistol in West- 
ane Hall, to try the experiment of how it sounded. But 
lt us do justice to the warmth of White’s heart, and not to 

jure the effect, we will give the paragraphs that include the 
xpressions of his benevolence. 
Mr. White.—How much do you earn a week ? 

Boy.—IJ gets about six shillings. 

Wi White observed thatir was 4 pity his master gave 
him so much wages. 

Here is an excellent beginning—White can feel pity, and 
—_ ich his first lesson in humanity is to lament that a boy has 

h large wages as six shillings per week, yet we hail it as an 
event in the history of police magistrates that one has been 
fonnd to epxress pity for anything. 


mood, and what 


—— 


GLOUCESTERIANA, NO. 67. 


It is well known that our protegé the Duke of Gloucester 
| ae called Silly Billy by some persons) is extremely 
jealous of his most Christian Majesty, Billy the Fourth, King, 
Defender of the Faith, and all the rest of it. Now we (whose 
loyalty not even our bitterest foe ever dared to question) have 
in exactly equal veneration for both the ¢lustrissim? we have 
named; and what Gloucester has in wit, we allow the King 
makes up in shaking hands with common sailors, and talking 
The pair hate 
each other, because they are jealous of one another’s renown: 
and Gloueester often wactuiiele declares §¢ any foo] might make 

king,” with other cutting remarks of a trite and treasonable 
character. By his 
fitted for the office ; 
fon’t want aseeond Richard the Third making a fuss in our 
history. Tliggins would make a superb Buckingham ; but we 


saying this he doubtless fancies himself 
but we can’t encourage such views, for we 


ean’t encourage revolution, and so we recommend the pair to 
‘oufine themselves to EI) phick’s and the cin barrel, leaving 
imbition to those better able to grace its paths, and surmount 
its dangers. ‘This, however, is from our purpose, which is to 
a mind even like Gloncester’s may some- 


Seeing the 


‘ve an idea of how 
announcement of the King Incog. at the lesion: he dragged 
Lliggins wildly throughthe Mazourka movement ;: 


ath that would make even Philpotts shudder, swore he would 


and with an 


go and see the Aing in cog, for he was sure cog was some- 
thing awkward, and he should like to see 
1 predicament.” Higgins commenced reading a folio volume 
reating particularly of malice ; but found himself suddenly eut 


down his throat the contents of the vinegar 


2 that cousin of his in 


short by receiving 


‘ruet, interspersed with oceasional extracts from the mustard- 


not and the pepper-box- 
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AUGUSTA'S ALBUM, 





It is well known (now that we have said so) that her Royal 
Highness the Princess Augusta is one of the merriest old souls 
that ever vibrated with a broad grin, or uttered a witticism. 
We promised to do her justice in a department started expressly 
for her jeux d’esprit, aud we have in compliance with that 
promise started a new head entitled Augusta's Album. The 
name is sufficient to make any one, if only out of mere gallantry, 
read with avidity and receive with favour. We subjoin a fow 
specimens. 

Sir Willoughby Cotton they say gave a dance. 
A dance! I insist that its not un, 

And to prove this assertion—the fact I advance, 
Its no dance, but a ball, boys, of Cotton! 

The following conundrum is a beautiful specimen of Coc kney 
wit, and does much credit to her Royal Highness’s ingenuity. 

Why is my cousin the Duke of Gloucester not likely to be 
any better to-morrow than he is to-d: ay ? : 

Because its the any-worse-ary (anniversary ) of his birth. 

We shall from time to time continue our interesting extracts 
from Augusta’s Album. 





BREVITIES. 
‘ Brevity is the soul of wit.”’—Shakspe ire, 


A Wise Enquiry. 

Gloucester has read in the paper that the Saltan has been 
sitting in the Divan. He sent Higgins all over London to en- 
quire which Divan the Sultan was honouring with his presence, 
that in the Strand or Gliddon’s ? 


The Worst Pun ever Printed. 


Nicholas has been, it is said, making a tool of the supreme 
head of the Turks. This has been called, by the worst punster 
in the world, zasultin the sultan, 


Wo Go. 


Sir Stratford Canning was to have gone as Ambassador to 
St. Petersburgh, but old Nick politely declined his company. 
Sir Stratford being still intruded on the Russian court, the 


Autocrat laconically sent his compliments, observing that “ Si: 


Stratford would’nt do at no price.” The would-be Ambassador 


therefore stays at home. 


Decisive work. 


The Ministers stand pledged to some measure immediate}! 
on Parliament assembling, respecting the Church Pluralities 


We trust it will not respect them, but dispose of them in a 


manner at once just and summary. 
A Bear on Change. 


« Lyndhurst,’ said Twiss in one of his insolent familia: 
moods, ** Yon onght to be a good judge of the funds—at Jeast 
as applied to polities.” The Ex-Chancellor with a courteous 
sneer demanded an explanation. ‘ Why,” said the briefless 
one, “In polities you, E think, know pretty well the value o/ 


the exchance,” 








A standing joke. 


Sir Robert Peel is generally admitted to have taken a very 
high standing in politics, yet how can he be said to have taken 
a standing when he is perpetually shifting from side to side. 


An awfully bad conundrum. 


Why are the poor fellows who suffer the knout of the tyrant 
Nicholas, like well bound books ?—Because their b: icks are 


Russia leathered ! 


The Legal Lampooner. 


‘[ should imagine Philpotts must have been a very dull boy 
at his lessons,” said Lyndhurst in a fit of gentlemanly satire 
which comes over him about once a fortnight. ** Why should 
you think so,”’ was the ignorant reply of a person in the com- 
pany. ‘* Because,” said the Ex-Chancellor with a gentleness 
of tone and an urbanity of manner that must have soothed a 
Bengal tiger, “it must have been impossible for him to have 
got any thing dy heart at any time.” 


THEATRICALS. 


Our worthy friend Trueba, who enjoys an immense reputa- 
tion because he has got a Spanish name, and writes the lan- 
guage of the country in which he has hou brought up, pro- 
duced, on Friday, a piece at the Victoria, called the Court 
Delinquent, which has been in preparation ‘ie several muons, 
or three months of the calendar. 

Parturiunt the managers, nascitur a ridiculous piece. 

The Court Delinquent is, we regret to say it, rubbish of the 
rarest kind, and abounds in the deadliest of stale clap-traps. 
We have long been anxious for an opportunity to puff Don 
Trueba, and the bellows of our laudatory breath would gladly 
have blown him up sky high into the regions of renown ; 
but his piece is so dec idedly bad, that we are reluctantly com- 
nelled to tell him so. There is no humour in the dialogue, 
and uo sense in the more serious portions of it. One fellow in 


the piece disgorges some trashy clap-trap about duty, as if 


every child did not know that “‘we ought to do our duty,” 
without paying away some silver coin to go and hear the admo- 
nition at the Victoria. One does not go to the theatre to hear 
truisms put in a trite shape, ergo, Trueba’s intention is better 
that his fulfilment, and his play reminds us more of a school- 
boy’s theme than the production of a dramatist. As a theme 
generally consists of a series of repetitions of one proposition, 
Trueba insists in almost every instance that “to do one’s 
daty,” it is ‘‘one’s duty to do :? and that “to be in the 
right” is the only way by which wrong is to be avoided. Now 
this is all true, and truth is most lovely—sometimes ; hut how- 
ever beautiful, it is cursed stale, and when we go to see a new 
piord we really do look fer something new, either in the way 
of plot, dialogue, or incident. rueba has made himself ou 
this occasion a true-bore, and we should imagine Friday’s ex- 
chequer must have been about the worst criticism his piece 
had to encounter. As to the acting, that was well enough. 
Abbott was very good in the part of the Royal Delinquent, 
but Royal Delinquents are now every day characters. Wil- 
liams also took pains, and so did every body else, though unfor- 
tunately pains constituted all they took by their activity. The 
curtain fell like a lump of lead on the hopes of our friend the 
Don, who had been, previous to the commencement of the piece, 
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perambulating the lobbies in tremendous agitation and immense 
moustachios ; as if the importance of authorship demanded 
the encasement of the upper lip in dirty black worsted. We 
quite regret we can’t puff the Don, we were so anxious to do so. 
We went on purpose to be pleased with his piece, and it would 
not allow us to follow our benevolent intentions. ‘Trueba 
would have thrown himself headlong into the pit, but that he 
was kept back by one of his friends. ‘They might have let him 
do it; we will answer for it, we shall never hear of ‘Trueba 
dashing Azs brains out. 

The Fitzroy has been singularly happy in its novelties, not 
one of them having been in the smallest degree unsuccessful, but 
all having been received in the most flattering manner possible. 
On Monday a new domestic drama, called 4 Futher’s Plea, 
was played for the first time, and excited the most intense in- 
terest in an overflowing audience. ‘The acting was excellent in 
all parts; Miss Mason and her brother supporting the serious 
portions with their usual ability, while Mrs. Brindal and Mit- 
chell kept up the fun of the piece with their accustomed spirit 
aud vivacity. It was immensely successful, and will have a 
terrific run, to the considerable advantage of the treasury. 
By the bye, we did ourselves injustice last week respecting the 
King Incog., for which we had anticipated a failure. Owing 
to the extraordinary talent of the performers, and their great 
anxiety to make the most of their parts, as well as the extreme 
good nature of the audience, it met with a reception which has 
authorised its announcement for every evening till further notice. 
A new farce from the pen of Ralph Rigmarole, Esquire, was to 
be produced ou Thursday, under the title of the Wandering 
Minstrel. We can venture to announce beforehand its tri- 
umphant success, for we kuow the piece to be admirable ; and 
though the part was, we understand, originally intended for 
Reeve, we are quite confident that Mitchell will do it more 
justice, for he is sure to be perfect in the character. 

A new drama, called Lurline, was brought out on Monday, 
at the Adelphi, and is perhaps one of the most splendid specta- 
cles ever seen on the stage of a minor theatre. The piece itself 
is highly creditable to the talents of its author, Mr. Dalrymple, 
who is new to dramatic writing, but who has evinced great tact 
in this his maiden effort. Hemmings struts about in a suit of 
armour, and handles his sword with the same dexterity as he 
evinces in brandishing his carving-knife, at his flourishing beet 
establishment. He seems as ready to slice a foe as he would 
be to slice a round of boiled bull’s flesh, and to fork up an 
enemy with the top of his dagger, as he would fork out a 
saveloy or asmall German with the end of his toasting-furk 
The scenery was very superb, and so was Mr. Jones, a super- 
numerary, who leads the choruses. ‘This gentleman’s voice 
would be worth 6d. a day to a street ballad-monger. It bears 
the impress of that attractive hoarseness so peculiar to the 
songsters of the pave, and so efficacious in collecting a crowd 
in the public thoroughfares. By way of a grand effect in the 
last scene, there is a splendid union of the two elements, fire 
and water, by which it is ingeniously managed that the Theatre 
shall be in jeopardy by the former, to be put out by the latter. 
We think this is goingja little too far for an effect, since it would 
be no joke to depopulate London, by burning alive once pet 
night an Adelphi audience. 
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